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AN ERROR. 
Hostess {to gentleman her husband has brought home to dinner): How WELL YoU sPEAK 
ENGLISH, MR. , 
Mr. (not understanding): Yes, 1 “oucutT To.” 
Hostess: BUT YOU SPEAK REMARKABLY WELL. 


Mr. : Loucut, I HAVE LIVED HERE ALL MY LIFE, IN FACT, I WAS BORN IN NEW 
York. 


Hostess: WHY, HOW STRANGE! I-AM SURE MY HUSBAND TOLD ME THAT YOU WERE A 


BOHEMIAN. ft 


Peas 
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MEISSONIER is a very clever artist, but he is not a 
e wise businessman. Mrs. JOHN MACKEY ordered him 
to paint her portrait. The artist saw only the real Mrs. MACKEY 
before him, and faithfully set her down on thecanvas. The busi- 
ness man should have seen an ideal Mrs. MACKEY, and painted 
her as she is not. When the real Mrs. MACKEy saw her counter- 
feit in the frame, mole, wrinkles, nutmeg and all, she promptly 
burned it, and Mr. MEISSONIER’s bill of 75,000 francs went beg- 
ging for payment. There doesn’t seem to be much encourage- 
ment for art in this, but there is a powerful business moral some- 
where. 
* * * 


HE Thompson Street POKER CLUB met as usual last 
Saturday evening, the Rev. Mr. THANKFUL SMITH in 
the chair. There were present Professor Brick, Mr. CYANIDE 
WHIFFLES and Elder JUBILEE ANDERSON, whom Mr. TOOTER 
WILLIAMS, as an act of courtesy, had volunteered to steer 
against the game. A note of regrets was received from Mr. 
Gus. JOHNSON. Owing to a slight misunderstanding in relation 
to the ownership of an overcoat, he had a temporary engagement 
with the municipal authorities. 

The game was spirited, the jack-pots frequent and exciting, 
and the luck for two hours ran steadily against the Elder. 

Mr. TOOTER WILLIAMS had been to a stag dinner in the 
early evening, and the heating influence of the maccaroni com- 
pelled him about every fifth hand to seck the outer air and cool 
himself. Each time he returned, however, he would indulge in 
such a reckless burst of chips and flushes as to mislead his guest 
into the supposition that it would be wiser for him to go home 
and sleep it off. But as he steadily won it was useless to make 
the proposition. 

At eleven o’clock the Elder had lost six dollars and drew out 
of the game. Mr. WILLIAMS was nine dollars and Mr, WuHIF- 
FLES’ ulster ahead. The Rev. Mr. SMITH was gloomy and 
Professor BRICK seemed to be deliberating what form of suicide 
would be cheapest and most effective. Mr. WILLIAMS, from 








being musically uproarious, had become incoherent and abusive. 
He drew three cards against Mr. WHIFFLEs’ pat flush and got 
him four dollars in debt, and he bounced the Rev. Mr. SMITH 
out of a jack-pot with two miserable fives, which he gleefully 
showed down. He was then again attacked by maccaroni and 
vanished for a breath of fresh air. 


‘‘Kin I play yo’ han’, Toot?” inquired the Elder, as Mr. 
WILLIAMS rose. 


‘*Cern’ly,” replied that gentleman. ‘‘ An’ when yo’ ketch’em, 
kyarve Smith—kyarve ’im !”” With two lurches and this trucu- 
lent request, he quitted the room. 

The Elder smiled across at the Rev. Mr. SMITH, and that 
gentleman winked at Mr. WHIFFLEs, who dealt. 

‘*T bets yo’ a dollah,” observed the Elder. 

‘*T rises dat fo’,” retorted the Rev. Mr. SMITH. 

‘*T calls. Gimme a cyard,” said the Elder. 

‘* Me too,” said the Rev. Mr. SMITH. 

‘*Fo’ dollahs,” said the Elder, making a cavern in Mr. Wit- 
LIAMS’s pile. 

‘* Fo’ mo’,” said the Rev. Mr. SMITH. 

At that moment a door slammed, and Mr. WHIFFLES knew 
that trouble and Mr. WILLIAMS was coming. 

‘‘Fo’ mo’n yo’,” was the Elder’s reply, as he shoved up the 
last of Mr. WILLIAMS’ chips and Mr. WHIFFLEs’ ulster. 

‘** Rise dat fo’,” replied the Rev. Mr. SMITH. At that 
moment Mr. WILLIAMS entered. His practiced eye took in the 
situation at once. 

‘* Wha—whadjer doin’ ?’’ he asked of the Elder. 

‘** Playin’ yo’ han’,” replied that gentleman, giving him the 
cards, 

‘*Who—who done do all dat risin’?’ was Mr. WILLIAMS’s 
next inquiry. 

“J did; dat’s who,” said the Rev. Mr. SMITH. 

Mr. WILLIAMS ran his hand over. It held two trays, a pair of 
nines, and a king. 

““’Spose—sposen I rise yo’ back?” he said to the Rev. Mr. 
SMITH, in tones which he hoped would fill him with terror.” 

‘* Rise away,” was that gentleman’s imperturbable reply. 

Mr. WILLIAMS, for a moment, was plunged in profound 
thought. Then he threw up his hand. The Elder slowly drew 
in the pot, buried it in his pocket, tried the fit of Mr. WHIFFLEs’s 
ulster, found it too small, gave it back to its wwner, and 
then, with the Elder, and a somewhat fiendish chuckle, quitted 
the room. There was silence for a minute, and then Mr. WIL- 
LIAMS said, impressjyely ; 

‘* Niggahs, dad’s what er genelmen gits fer takin’ his eye 
offen de pack. Dat speeyunce done cos’ me jess—jess six 
dollahs a minit—dat fresh air was jess sixty cents a breff, while 
I was outen de room. Dad’s not pokah. Dad’s triflin’ wif 
prov’dence,” 
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HOUT with joy, ye peoples all! 


Hail our coming glory! 
Let your thirsty ears drink in 
Our ecstatic story ! 


Vanish from the sated earth 
Crime, disease and passion; 

In the new regime we found, 
Science sets the fashion ! 


Marriage vows no more shall be 
Things of fancy flighty ; 

We'll theorize, and analyse, 
And found a people mighty. 


2? 


We'll stamp each college graduate 


‘*Superlatively super” 
And guarantee the style of each 
Hereditary whooper. 


TO BE SUNG TO ‘THE AIR OF “YANKEE DOODLE.” 


A new society, the College of Heredity, desires to regulate the marriages of the future according to the fitness of the contracting parties, 
d hysically, expecting that the descendants of such unions will be an improvement on the original stock, and that such a 
system carried out would produce a superior article to the specimens of humanity at present on exhibition in this or any other country. 








Shakspeares turned out by the cord! 


Johnny Miltons furnished ! 
Leave your orders in advance ; 
Soiled escutcheons burnished ! 


Scoop ’em in, rake ’em in, 
Crank and dude and sinner, 


While the ranks of crime and woe 


Thinner grow and thinner ; 


While the chorus of a clan, 
Fashioned on this pattern, 


Thunders through the cosmic space 
And shakes the rings of Saturn! 


‘*Glory to our lofty aims, 
And our wealth of knowledge ! 

Glory to the perfect man, 

And glory to our college ! 
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' TELEGRAPHIC. 
OPERATIONS IN TONQUIN. 
[By Special Cadble.} 


ARIS, 41st inst.—Minister Ferry has just received official 
advices from Hue, stating that the French forces will not 
bombard Bac Ninh. The price of fire-crackers, therefore, 
remains unchanged. ~ 
Yesterday the rebels displayed a black flag bearing the words : 
‘*No washee. Heap fightee.” From this the Admiral presumes 
that they will make a determined resistance. 
The city is in a turmoil of excitement over these tidings and a 
new constitution has been adopted. 


NATIONAL CAPITAL TOoPIcs. 


WASHINGTON, Yesterday.—The President dined last night with 
the Hon. Mr. Freelunchinghuysen. Among the guests were 
Secretary Chandelier, Mrs. Jacobsile, the Hon. Mr. B. Rooster 
and Mrs. Dr. Mary Walker. 

On Thursday next Senator John A. Blowgun will give a dinner 
to the President. 

Postmaster General Fresham will entertain a few friends at 
dinner on Friday evening, in honor of the President, who will 
sit on his right. 

To-day being the anniversary of young Allah Norther’s birthday, 
his father presented him with a beautifully engraved portrait of 
George Washington, inscribed with the motto: “ United States 
Postage—T wo (2) cents.” 

President Arthur will attend a large diplomatic dinner on Sat- 
urday. He expects to dine with Mr. West on Sunday. 

It is reported that Congress is in session. 


CRIME ON LONG ISLAND. 
Another Outrage. 


At an early hour yesterday morning an aged colored man 
stealthily entered the police station at Flushing. He frightened 
nine detectives to death, and two policemen, who escaped over 
the back fence and were seriously injured. The sergeant courage- 
ously locked himself in a cell and used his pocket pistol vigorously. 

The miscreant finding nothing of value beyond an old euchre 
deck and a case of empty beer bottles went down to the Town 
Hall to pay his taxes. The entire police force is searching for him. 





DEFINITIONS. 
A RICH joke—the one I played on Brown. 


A FOOLISH and witless piece of folly—the one that 
Brown played on me. 


AN obstinate cuss—the man who will not yield to 
me. 

Proper and self-respecting firmness—my refusal to 
yield to him. 


A WELL-TRAINED child—the one that belongs to 
me. 


An ill-mannered brat—the one that belongs to my 
neighbor. 


A CRANK—the man whose views do not coincide 
with my own. 


A very intelligent person—the man who agrees with 
me in everything. 





> LIFE - 


NYMPHS AND SATYRS; 
OR 
THE DEFORMED TRANSFORMED. 


YGMALION stood in rapture on the statue, 
A nymph not long exhumed, a pure antique. 

‘* My beauty, I could swear,” he murmured, ‘‘ that you 

Would almost deign, if wooed aright, to speak 
To the poor mortal that perforce stares at you, 

And fain would charm to life your pulseless cheek. 
To my deft fingers such a task were simple ; 
It needs but the suggestion of a dimple.” 


Her wistful lips exhaled a vague faint fragrance, 
As half reluctant to confess their stone, 

And yet condoned the artist’s ardent flagrance 
That pressed their tender curves against his own. 

Of course he played the part of all such vagrants— 
He stole the nymph—he called it but a loan, 

And calmed his conscience by the apt reflection, 

The catalogue called it a Loan Collection. 


At length he pegged away in desperation, 
Until he saw that something was the matter— 
“ By all the bulls of Ireland or of Bashan ” 
(Antiquity no doubt affects the latter) 
Your perfume ’s paint; yourself, a restoration, 
And my sweet nymph is but a ragged satyr. 
So when his ravished eyes had failed to see her, 


He sadly dropped—o’er his poor Gal-a-tear. 
J. J. DuFFIELD. 





IN THE BALLROOM.—Mrs. Croesus (to Mr. C.)— 
“For goodness’ sake, John, go and take off your 
Arctics !" 





DR. RECIEVEIER. 


By GEORGE CAPEL. 
z. 


HE main road to wealth in New Orleans lies 
along Common street. Whoever remembers 
that thoroughfare before Poydras and other streets 
did not vie with Tehonpitontas in importance will re- 
call the fact, that number 3%, second floor front, was 
the office of Dr. Recieveier. On the one side was the 
Charity Hospital, on the other the Delphine Cemetery. 
On the right his means of livelihood, on the left the 
receptacle of his patients. 

“These are our failures,” he would say, with his 
grim humor. Dr. Recieveier stood upright in his pure, 
austere integrity. To demolish evil as well as disease 
was his aim. He was tender and stern in judgment 
by turns. “ Time is money,” said a friend. “ Money 
is a great deal more—it’s life,” he replied. He de- 
lighted, as the reader observes, in epigrams. 


II. 


MONG his other patients one morning there came 
a young man from the North and without a 
dialect. 
“Dr. Recieveier ?” he inquired. 
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“That is the combination,” replied the doctor, 
kicking over the waste paper basket. 

“ My wife is ill. Will you visit her ?” 

“J would do so on no other condition,” snarled the 
doctor. an 

“T don’t know your terms,” continued the younger 
of the two, “but I suppose there are—” 

“Cash,” interrupted the doctor, “I keep no slate.” 

The doctor’s dyspepsia was gnawing him that morn- 


ing. 





III. 

N 1856, the gala day of the Creole was over, the 
] famous quadroon balls were shunned. Madame 
A’erle or Madame Delphine or who not, kept boarding- 
houses, where they furnished fried ham for breakfast, 
sturdy beefsteaks for dinner, and tea or coffee for 
supper, at four dollars a week, invariably in advance. 

It was to one of these houses that Dr. Recieveier 
followed his late acquaintance. A pairof solid green 
gates in a dull fagade of red brick, a garden wall, over 
which a passer-by might see hanging the fruit of the 
banana tree, orange tree, and vine-covered almonds, 
etc., etc., etc. 

The door was opened by Madame Zenobia, a quad- 
roon, of course. She led them, conversing in her 
French patois, which is spelt as it is pronounced, and 


ig about as easy to decipher as Sanskrit or Josh Bil- ., 
The patient was a | 


lings, to the room of the patient. 


- LIFE. 





girl, nineteen years of age, and deeply in love with her | 


husband, both of which characteristics she would 
eventually outgrow. The doctor treated his patient 
and withdrew with the quadroon. 

“How do these people pay up ?” he inquired. 

“Good. All alight. I haz seende der trunk,” 
smiled the quadroon. 

“But how do they live ?” 

“ Dey live on love foh de pwesent.” 

“Bah !” remarked the doctor. 





IV. 


WO weeks later the doctor called for Narcissus. 
Narcissus put on his coat and threw away his 
cigarette. 

“Narcissus, go to this address, ask for the Poorlings 
and present their bill. See you are paid.” 

“Yesseh. All al’ight. "Ave you evva yeah dat 
maxim, ‘A nod is juz as good as a kick f’om a bline 
hoss.” You ah fon’ of maxims, doctah? Me, I’m 
very fon’ of dem. They is one you may ’ave ’eard, 
‘A bird in ze buz is moah as one in ze han’. Bud Ido 
my bezz.” After changing his coat and lighting a 
cigarette, Narcissus departed. In three-quarters of an 
hour he returned. 

“Well, sir,” roared Dr. Recieveier. 

“Yesseh, all al’ight. I goto ze houz. I knock az 
de doah. ‘ Misser Poorling live heah ?’ ‘ Noa, ’e is gone. 
I doan know wheah.’ ’E is skipped by de light of de 
moon, Doctah.” 

2p I will find him,” said the doctor; “I will be 
paid !” 
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rv. 


FTER the young couple had jumped their board 
twice by means of a rope-ladder and nerve, Dr. 
Recieveier met Poorling on the street. 

“Oh !” exclaimed the doctor, “ when will I be paid ?” 

“As soon as I find work, doctor. You don't happen 
to know anyone who wants their pavement cleared, do 
you ?” e 

“It seldom snows in Louisiana, and then very 
lightly. Come, that won't do!” angrily replied the 
doctor. 

“Well, there is my residence,” said Poorling, point- 
ing to a tumble-down house beside which a garden 
containing orange trees, bananas, etc., etc., etc. “I am 
always in from six to six by the twenty-four hour a 
day system.” 

“ How is Mrs. Poorling ?” inquired the doctor. 

“Poorly !” and the young man smiled sweetly as the 
doctor lashed his horse and whirled his cabriolet around 
the corner. 

A day later Dr. Recieveier drove up to Poorling’s 
abode. “Is Mr. Poorling in?” he. inquired of the 
pleasant-faced creole that opened the door. 

“Noa, sah, ’e left lass night wizoud payin’ ’is bill.”’ 

“Did he leave nothing behind him?” groaned the 
doctor. 

“ Nozzing bud me—I am left.” 





This interesting game of hide and seek will be con- 
tinued in the forthcoming numbers of the Century. 
While Poorling will continue to lend his last dollar, 
change his boarding house, the low comedy element 
will be supplied by Narcissus. The same attention to 
detail and dialect will continue to characterize this 
plotless production. For sale by all newsdealers. 

R. D. 





POET AND LORD. 


OD makes the poet ; touches soul and sight, 
And lips and heart, and sends him forth to sing ; 
His fellows hearing, own the true birthright, 
And crown him daily with the love they bring. 


The king a lord makes, by a parchment leaf, 

Though heart be withered and though sight be dim; 
With dullard brain and soul of disbelief— 

Ay, even so—he makes a Jord of him. 


What, then, of one divinely kissed, and sent 
To fill the people with ideal words ; 
Who, with his poet’s crown is discontent, 
And begs a parchment title with the lord’s ? 
J. B. O'B. 








“ My dear,” said Mrs. to her husband, “I wish 
you would meet me to-day in front of Morrison’s Book 
Store, about four o’clock.” 

“Yes, love,” replied her husband. 

“ And, Henry,” continued Mrs. , “in case you 
should get there before me, you can make a chalk 
mark on the pavement, and if I get there before you I 
will rub it out, that you may know I was there.” 
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“OUR SET” ON ‘WOMEN’S RIGHTS.” 
EAR MADAM, 2 


You ve written, as head of your faction, 
To me to inquire what is thought of the action 
Of ‘*‘ Women’s-Rights ” women by “ our set” in society, 
More noted for flirting than political piety. 
Well, frankly, we ’re not much in common with girls 
Who look with contempt upon frizzes and curls, 
Feathers, frills and flirtations (those thousand small things 
That are strings for our bows and add beaux to our strings) ; 
Who wear bloomers ; would like to be Members for Congress ; 
And try to reform both our manners and dress ; 
In short, who come at one with hammer and tongs 
To demand as our “‘ rights” what would only be wrongs, 
We don’t want to make laws, nor to march to the polls 
With a vote in our hands and our gloves full of holes ; 
(For if oars in the “‘ Galley of State” we’re all rowing 
There won’t be much time left for mending and sewing.) 
Our idea of our rights, and our power, as well, 
In a couple of lines I can easily tell : 
’T is to get as much fun from each day as we can 
And leave all the voting and business to—man. 
We like unequal rights ; we won’t seek to molest 
The present arrangement—it ’s every way best ; 
And if, in some years, ’t is decreed by the Fates 
That you run for Presidentess of these States, 
Ask no help from ‘‘ our set,” for we ’ll vote for a man ; 
And until then, believe me 

Yours, cordially, 
FAN. 





A suM in multiplication—homo sum. 





Coram non judice—the civil service examinations. 





De minimis non curatur—Nobody cares for Homeo- 
pathy. 




















HE author of “Kismet” who masquerades as 
George Fleming, but who is in reality Miss 
Fletcher, appeals to her many readers again with a 
novel of Italian life called “ Vestigia,” the title being 
a part of the Latin phrase WVudla Vestigia retroreum. 
As a story it will not rank with her former successes. 
The characters are all out of sympathy with English or 
American life—and the common bond of humanity is 
not enough to span the gulf between the races. These 
Italian peasants are interesting characters—that is all ; 
we cannot shed our tears over their love affairs, nor 
will any one be likely to postpone a shopping expedi- 
tion or be late to the theatre because she is uncertain 
as to whether Dino De Rossi, the hero, will shoot the 
King or not. The unquestionable literary skill of Miss 
Fletcher is shown in her discriminating and realistic 
portrait of Andrea, the Italian fisherman. He stands 


firmly on the ground among those men we might have | 
There are epigrammatic sentences, here and | 


known. 
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there, in the book which one will stop to think about, 
and this is among them :—“‘ A woman loves what she 
can evoke ; but what she marries in a man is, not his 
best, but his average self.” 

* * * 


HEN Julian Hawthorne retires from the broad 
sunlight of the common world, into the “clear, 
brown twilight atmosphere” of romance where his great 


| father reigned as king, he displays toa peculiar advan- 
| tage his inherited genius. 
| “Idolatry ” isa brilliant illustration of this. 

he tries to graft the method of the modern school of 


His almost forgotton book 
But when 


society novelists on this tree which has heretofore blos- 
somed in dream-land he produces a literary hybrid 
which is as amusing as a mule without the latter's use- 
ful characteristics. ‘“ Beatrix Randolph ” is one of the 
off-shoots of this unfortunate experiment. To picture 
an impressario and prima donna with all the realism of 
a two-cent journalist, and then to involve them in a 
plot as improbable as any romancer ever imagined, is as 
grotesque as the performance which Col. Mapleson 
will give of “ Lohengrin” where that glittering and 
resplendent character sailed into view in a boat drawn 
by an antediluvian and moth-eaten old swan. And 
yet originality, poetical expression, and keen observa- 
tion are shown on every page of the story. 
* * * 


66 + IANE CORYVAL,” the latest No Name no- 

vel, is an idyllic story of faithful fove long 
thwarted by fate and circumstance. A sketch of sim- 
ple, unaffected life amid the comforts of an old. French 
farm house, the two bachelor brothers and their maid- 
en sister who lived there, the dreamy and affectionate 
Diane who was transplanted from Paris among them, 
and a tale of marriage and jealousy, forgiveness, death 
and a reunion with the old love—these are the features 
of the story. It is told in language as simple and 
chaste as the ideas portrayed. 

* * ~ ° 


LARENCE DEMING, a gentleman of education 

and a journalist of experience, has collected the 

best of his newspaper letters, written during the past 

three years, into a volume called “ By-ways of Nature 

and Life.” The fruits are here garnered of 80,000 

miles of travel on two continents by a keen observer 
who has wandered off the beaten track. 

DROcH. 





THE road to rue in—The way of the transgressor. 





Wuart is the best color for a lady’s party-cloak ?— 
Parti-colored, of course. 





“Let me alone,” said the flat to its owner, “if you 
can ’t let the whole building.” 





“How can I bear to part,’’ was what the converted 
Indian said when he felt of his thick head of hair. 


J. J. J. 
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structure will automatically cease from revolving within 
10 hours after a change in the weather. The rudder | 
is reversible, and by it the direction of rotation may | 
be instantly reversed while the dwelling is making | 

| 2500 révolutions a minute, thus avoiding all possibility 

_of monotony. At the same time gearing is connected 
with the stationary shaft in such a way that all the | 
coffee grinders, hand-organs and grist mills in the | 
| 





COMBINATION. 








establishment may be run without trouble. This 
renders the invention complete. Agents willing to 
assume all risks, and whose lives are insured, can 
get terms at this office. 


te 
THE WESTERN RoTARY ANTI-TORNADO ‘ 
VILLA AND PNEUMATIC ASCENSIONAL SAFETY 


APARTMENT.— Patented Feb. 29th, 1884. i Mis: 








HIS ingenious and self-acting device will PT pe ee rer ere 
be found to fill a long felt Western i oe li i os : 
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paratus complete, as designed for protection ']j “Good mornin’, Mrs. Mugginty,’ sez I. i 
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is of corrugated sheet iron, lined with fire-brick and | 


cork. 


It is water tight, and is supplied with pumps, 


bowling-alleys, a shooting gallery and saloon. Tiers of 


life preservers for 
the hogs are ranged 
around the pantry, 
and wire hen-coops 
are provided abaft 
—so to speak—in 
which the most fas- 
tidious poultry may 
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SCRABBLES has come back disgusted, from Florida. 


| Among the repellent things, he says he was driven out 
of his hotel by a young lady, weighing two hundred 











and _— twenty - two 
pounds avoirdupois, 
who came there for 
health, and getting 
possession of the 
drawing-room piano, 
continually did sing, 
“Do they miss me 


be sccenannee and * home / Scrab- 
made happy. les saw her at din- 

The action of the ner, and thought 
apparatus is simple sidan vi ey they did. 


and effective. The 


shaft referred to, being carefully buttered, slips easily 


through its grooves, and enables the structure to rise | 


in case of a flood, or revolve with great smoothness 
and rapidity during a cyclone, as shown in Plates II 


and III, 


Brakes are provided, which may lessen the 





opwaw?” 





NIBLETTs :—“ Aw, mi boy, how did you like the 


Hobletts :—‘‘ The dewce, mi good fellah. How do 


think a fellah can listen to an opwaw, when all the 
glasses in the house, aw! are on him?” 
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WHAT WE SAW AT THE LAST MASQUERADE BALL. 


WE SAW SOME DANCING, 


ON THE WAY HOME WE 
SAW—NOTHING, 


WE SAW SOME SUPPER, 


AND SOME CHAMPAGNE. 


‘ 
a4 
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ALSO A GREAT DEAL OF 
GENERAL HILARITY, 





THE NEXT MORNING. — YES, 
THAT ’S MY HAT, BUT HOW 
SMALL IT HAS GROWN! 











x | as this is seen now at Daly’s Theatre. There is also much of 


Garrick, and a respectable amount of Daly. Garrick turned 
Peggy Thrift into a jolly and pleasant sort of girl; he cut-out 
Wycherly’s obscenities and characters like the Fidgets and their 


: | bad lot; Mr. Daly has changed the piece, as it was shaped in the 


A LIVELY REVIVAL. 

YCHERLY lives again in the newest revival at Daly’s 
Theatre and in the sprightly Ada Rehan. 
Wycherly lives—in a modified sense. He was, apparently, quite 
dead until yesterday. To-day, it is found, there is some vitality 
left in him. In the eighteenth century, David Garrick, who was 
by no means a prude, took hold of Wycherly’s ‘‘ Country Wife.” 
He wanted to produce that remarkable show of licentious foolery, 
sharp wit, and gay incident. But he was wise enough to see that 
the eighteenth century was not the seventeenth century. His 
patrons and contemporaries would have stood aghast at the 
unbridled and obscene buffonery of the filthmonger, Wycherly ; 
also, by the way, a delightful and brilliant dramatist. Therefore, 
with commendable prudence, Garrick reset the old play to the 
new age. The resetting was not perfunctory work. ‘‘ The 
Country Girl’”—Garrick’s version of the piece—is innocence 

itself, compared with “‘ The Country Wife.” 
Yet there is a good deal of Wycherly in “‘ The Country Girl,” 


That is to say, | 





‘| Garrick version, into a tolerably virtuous three-act comedy. One 


may observe “‘ The Country Girl’’ without blushing too violently. 


| And ‘there is the charming, breezy, wholesome Rehan, who is a 


devil of a little fellow in boy’s clothes. 


Mr. Daly knows how to look at the past through the spectacles 
of contemporaneous human interest and morality. Some persons 
were horrified when they learned that Mr. Daly intended to 
revive ‘‘ The Country Girl.” But they were in too much of a 
hurry to be horrified. ‘‘ The Country Girl” at Daly’s Theatre 
is not ‘‘The Country Wife” which was done at the Theatre 
Royal in 1675. Take all your children to Daly's, and don’t 
quake with terror at the thought. Even the Rev. Mr. Fulton, of 
Brooklyn,-could afford to watch the sprightly gamboling of 
Ada Rehan, the clean-shaven faces of Drew and Stephens, the 
severity of Miss Dreher, the promenading of Parkes, the foppish 
extravagance of Sparkish, and the impurturbable ill-humor of 
Moody—and remain what he thinks he is, though he is probably 
mistaken, a Christian. : 

The original play, the play given at the Theatre Royal nearly 
two centuries ago, was a rakish and wicked affair. Wycherly 
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was a queer combination of talent and filthiness. He coddled 
his own disgusting fancy, yet not, one is inclined to say, because 
he loved disgusting things. He tried to present, it appears, a 
profligate world from his own point of view. He saw the very 
depths of his badness; and he was even apt to find badness 
where it did not exist. He was a cynical, cruel, heartless ob- 
server, who merged day into night with mocking levity. He 
depicted licentious men and women licentiously—evidently in the 
belief that he was true to Nature. That is why it is now almost 
impossible to read his play with any kind of patience. His 
inventive faculty was not remarkable. When he needed a plot 
or a suggestion, he went usually to Moliére. Even Peggy— 
wanton and wild and coarse—is a reproduction in his own way 
of Moliére’s Agnes, just as Pinchwife is a reproduction of 
Arnolphe.' But the wit and humor of Wycherly, and especially | 
his sense of character, gave solidity to his work. ‘‘ The Country 
Wife,” in spite of all that can be said against it, is a play for the 
stage, one of the best ‘‘ acting plays” included in the Restoration 
comedy, and one of the most salient illustrations of character. 
Somebody has said that Miss Rehan does not resemble a | 
seventeenth century girl. Perhaps she does n’t. I never sawa | 





seventeenth century girl. But, for all that, she is wonderfully 
bright and an irresistible Peggy. Why, however, does Miss | 
Rehan persist in wearing baby-dresses and tow-colored wigs? | 
Why does she make mouths at her audience? She is right 
enough when she has her blue and cardinal boy’s dress on. The 
young men wear their toggery with grace, and their swords do n’t 
fall often between their legs. 
G. E. M. 
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rT WHERE shall we find our teachers?" asks an educational ex- 

change. Well, many of our sweet girl teachers may be found 
sitting on sofas with nice young men, any time after eight o’clock P. M. 
— Boston Transcript. 


THE Casket, the organ of the undertakers, complains of depression 
in the coffin industry, and the Phzladelphia Record quietly remarks 
that ‘‘overproduction is not the trouble in this case. What is needed 
is more consumption.” 


IN one of our Indian languages the word ‘‘woman” is rendered 
‘*kewanojawjaw,” with marked and earnest emphasis on the last two 
syllables. Even the savages understand the vile and wicked arts of 
the lying slanderer.—2ismarck Tribune. 


AN exchange says there are always more women than men in an in- 
sane asylum. It didn’t seem to have time to look up the statistics and 
explain who sends them there.—Aismarck Tribune. 


A WOMAN who invaded West Bend, Wis., and claimed to be the pro- 
prietor of the town and the whole conntry, was declared to be crazy, 
and taken care of by the town officials. This furnishes a precedent for 
locking up the railroad men who labor under the delusion that they 


| own the earth.—Boston Globe. 


OFFERING in detail: Mother—‘‘I am afraid Mr. Crisscross is not 
serious in his attentions!” Daughter—‘‘ He is awful bashful, you 
know ; but he’s offering himself piecemeal. Last night he wanted me 


| to take his arm.”—N. Y. Graphic. 


‘*T WOULD like to get this young man on the stage,” said Mrs. de 
Splurge, presenting her son to a theatrical manager, wearied of appli- 
cants for histrionic honors. ‘‘ Very sorry, madam ; but*the stage’s just 
gone by ; however there’s a horse car coming around the corner, and 
you can put the lad on it presently."—7he Fudge. 
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TOURGEE’S WEEKLY MAGAZINE, 


The weekly numbers now in press contain an interesting series of papers by Henry BLACKBURN, 
the distinguished artist and critic, editor of ‘“‘ Academy Notes,” author of ‘* Breton Folk,” etc. ; on 
Characteristic English Art, with over thirty drawings by Sir John Gilbert, Henry Holiday,and other 
Special papers on Caldecott and Kate Greenaway to follow; 
the author of * Arius the Libyan,’ entitled ‘‘ Dorcas,’’ a charming idyl of the early Christian Martyrs 
with many illustrations by Will H. Low; Judge Tourgee’s notable — on National Education ; and 
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ing.’’ London Spectator. 
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into burlesque. * * * It detracts nothing from 
the real dignity of Washington. We heartily com# 


A VALENTINE—Illustrated. 


In this new form THE CONTINENT is meeting a demand for purchase by single copies (in which 
mend the volume to young and to old. It is verit- way alone it is obtainable), making a handsome quarto magazine, one-third} 


arger than any other 


able history, but it is history in undress and not in | monthly. 128 to 160 pages; 60 to roo illustrations every month ; 35 cents ; on all News Stands. 


court clothes.” The Churchman. 
_ “* This life of Washington is a real addition to our 
literature,” New Yorh Observer. 
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THE CONTINENT, 23 Park Row, New York. 
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Upholstery Department 


We are now opening our Spring Importations of 
Choice Novelties in Furniture Coverings, Window 

+ Draperies, and a general line of Upholstery Goods, 
&c., to which we invite special attention. 


ee KS 19th st. 


These famous Steel Pens com- 
bine the essential qualities of 
Elasticity, ed and real 
Swan ail action” and are 

uiteg to ail styles of Luring 


‘or sale everywhere. 
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GUARANTEED. Send C once for Illustrated 
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FEWER hung juries and more hung criminals is a 
demand Of the times.—V. Y. Commercial Advertiser. 





- AMUSEMENTS. 


—., 








ALY’S THEATRE. BROADWAY AND 30th ST 
Under the management of oy yikes Se TIN DALY 
Orchestra, $1. 50 ; Dress Circle, $ Balcony, sg 
Every night 8:15 ; over 10:40 ; Tiarinces | begin at 2, 


No judge will enforce the statute against the massa- 
cre of Spring poets.—V. Y. Commercial Advertiser. 








i es 


Every night at 8:15, 
— Saturday at 2, 
preparation, an en. 


Cou ntry Girl. cy new fanciful com. 


‘* THIS month is going to be a dry one,” remarked Th 
a convivial fellow to a companion in the Bowery, é 
yesterday. ‘‘ How can you tell ?” asked the depend- 
ent friend. ‘‘My money has given out,” was the 
glum reply. 
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THE SPECTACULAR DRAMA, 


= 
laa). 


‘* Ou,” exclaimed the lady, turning to her husband, HOTELS. 


‘‘isn’t it beautiful? I never saw such lovely scen- 


ery !” ———. 


-** Yes,” he replied, with equal enthusiasm, ‘“ it 
PARKER HOUSE 


certainly is. Such colors and shades and stripes and 
EUROPEAN PLAN. 








checks, and every pair of ’em silk, and all clocked on 
both sides—” 

‘“Why, what do you mean?” she demanded 
sternly. ‘‘I was referring to the scenery.” 

‘*Oh, I beg your pardon,” he responded in some 
confusion, ‘* Thescenery—yes, indeed, it ’s elegant.” 
—Philadelphia Call. 











‘* NEARLY all the hotel men,” says the New York 
Mail,” are now willing to admit that flats are hurting 
their business.” And we had always supposed that 
they made the most of their money offthe flats. Well, 
well! What sha’ n’t we learn next?—Boston Trans- 
cript. 


Harvey D. PARKER & Co, 
BOSTON, MASS. 





SHE pressed her hand on her hair, 
And her cheek as red as a rose, 
And drew it over her forehead fair, 
And toyed with her Grecian nose, 
And no smile on sunny wing, 
Its flight o’er her features took, 
Because on her dazzling engagement ring 
Her sisters would n’t look.—Puck. 


HARVEY D. PARKER, JOSEPH H BECKMAS, 
EDWARD O. PUNCHARD. 











The cut of Come ‘adiuaes used by the Mutual 
Accident Association in another column is from a pen and 
ink sketch by Benjamin Henry Latrobe, a native of York- 
shire, England, drawn at General Washington’ s dinner- 
table, and was pronounced by Washington’s contempo- 
raries as an accurate and faithful likeness. 
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VOLS. I. anp II. 


Vol. I., Jan. to June, inclusive; Vol. II., July to December, inclusive, durably bound, for sale at th 
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